
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Your Busty Gift 
 
    A Free Use Story by Jordan Farcourt 
 
      
 
    Your head is swimming as you lay down on Michael’s couch. Everyone has gone to bed: Mike is alone, while his stepmother April joined Peter in the master bedroom. 
 
     In the hours after you picked April up from the “Pearson’s Perfections” cosmetic clinic, you and Mike had hogged the bimbofied housewife. You must have cum in and on her body about a dozen times… Each. But none of those orgasms matched that one in the backseat of the car… The one where she had whispered “I love you.” 
 
    You can’t take your mind off that moment; in fact, half of the reason you’re sleeping alone (instead of nestled between the watermelon-sized tits of your MILF fucktoy) is to take some time to think it over. Of course, the other half of the reason is that your balls are empty and your cock is getting sore. You seem to have more stamina in this heavenly alternate universe, but apparently there’s a limit. 
 
    Well… A limit on some things. After all, your best friend’s stepmom just got a full-body makeover, purely for your pleasure. On top of that, her husband and stepson don’t bat an eye when you fuck her. There’s just no jealousy at all… 
 
    ...Or is there? Mike seemed a little subdued when you arrived home. Did he overhear his stepmom’s confession of love? Hell, was it truly a confession, or was it just something April said in the throes of passion? Maybe she says that to every young man who uses her body. You’re not exactly acquainted with the social norms of this new world… You know that it’s open season on women with big tits, but beyond that you’re still pretty lost. 
 
    Sighing, you curl up under the blanket (that April so helpfully provided, after the final goodnight blowjob), and pull out your phone. You’re halfway through your regular bedtime social media routine when you realize that something’s different. 
 
    For one thing, there are some rather explicit images. From profile pics to shared news articles, one in every four or five seems to feature bare tits, jizz-stained women, or even hardcore sex. 
 
    Tapping on one of your friends (a busty classmate named Monique) confirms your suspicion: nearly all of her pics are sexual. You even recognize a few from your old reality: at the top of her feed is a wide-angle shot of her sitting by the campus fountain. The last time you saw it, she was perched on the back of a bench; in this version, she’s riding some guy’s cock.  
 
    Stranger still is the photo from a house party last year, featuring you: in the old version, you and Monique were chugging beers side-by-side. In this one you’re the only one chugging, while she kneels between your legs. 
 
    Guess it’s hard to take a “SFW” photo when you’re a busty college student who has to satisfy every tom, dick, and John who spots you, you think, before chuckling and closing the app.  
 
    Glancing over your home screen, you notice a few icons you don’t recognize… But it’s getting late, and you’ve had a very active day. You’ll have plenty of time to explore this reality tomorrow. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The sun is shining through the window early the next morning, but it’s not the light that wakes you. Your eyes still closed, you feel warmth and intense pleasure on your cock… As you come to, you hear squelching and smacking, muffled by the blanket. 
 
    Sitting up and throwing it aside, you find April on all fours beside the couch. Her head bobbing on your crotch, plumped-up lips sliding up and down your length. She’s wearing a bathrobe, but it’s not nearly big enough to handle her new tits: they’re hanging out, thick nipples dragging against the floor. 
 
    “G-good morning,” you stammer, grinning like an idiot as you run a hand through her hair. She flashes you a kind look and lets out an “mmph,”  but doesn’t stop sucking for a moment. “Fuck, that feels good… Keep going…” 
 
    Meanwhile, you can see Peter milling about in the kitchen. He seems to be on his way to work, briefcase in one hand and bagel in the other. As he sees you looking, he waves the bagel in your direction. 
 
    “Morning, kiddo. Want one? You must be hungry.” 
 
    “...I’ll eat later,” you gasp, eyes rolling back in your head as April deepthroats your cock to the base. She holds that position for several seconds, making it hard to focus on the conversation with her husband. “Th-thanks, though. You have work?” 
 
    “Someone’s gotta pay for all those mods,” he chuckles. “Speaking of… Thanks again for letting me sleep with her last night. Can’t have been easy to convince Mike, but I really appreciated it!” 
 
    “I’m sure you did,” you reply, glancing at April’s obscene curves. “He’s still asleep?” 
 
    “Mmm. He has classes today, so try to give him a turn with the ‘ol cumdump before he has to go.” April rolls her eyes at that, still dutifully sucking. “You’re welcome to stick around all day--Unless you have work? Can’t remember what you’ve been up to…” 
 
    I’m not sure either, at least not in this world, you think. But you have no intention of leaving April today, so you just shrug and nod. “Yeah, I’ll give him a turn.” 
 
    With that Peter bustles off, leaving you to enjoy the blowjob. You consider pulling April onto the couch for a morning quickie, but you’re still half-asleep, and very much enjoying the slower, more methodical treatment she’s giving your cock. 
 
    Instead you whip out your phone, looking for a distraction to make it last longer. There are those unfamiliar icons again… Curious, you poke one at random: something called “TitScope.” 
 
    At first it seems like you’ve just opened a map, centered on your current location. But there’s a tag floating above Mike’s house, in the shape of a set of boobs. Upon closer inspection, you realize there’s a tiny photo of April inside the outlined tits. 
 
    Tapping that, you see an entire profile, complete with her full name, a short description, and user reviews. Her total rating is four and a half stars, and most of the “customers” have left glowing praise: 
 
    “Lovely housewife with a blonde bimbo body! Cumming again soon.” 
 
    “Great fuck, nice lady, but the wait’s too long… Always a ton of boys running around the place, filling her holes. She should teach her stepson to share!!” 
 
    “Great tits. Her husband gave me a beer. Perfect score.” 
 
    Mouth agape, you tear your eyes away from the user-submitted pics of April and tap another icon. They’re scattered all over the neighborhood… Mostly unfamiliar faces, but you recognize a couple. The app must be cataloguing every freely-fuckable woman in the city. No wonder you have it installed and ready, right at the top of your home screen. 
 
    As you sift through topless pics of random neighborhood women, April’s sucking is only getting more vigorous. She’s slamming your entire cock into her throat with every stroke, kissing your pelvis with her pink, spit-slick lips. 
 
    “Gmph… Gmph… Gmph…” 
 
    “Oh Goddamn… I’m gonna--” You let out a grunt of pleasure as your balls clench, and soon you’re pumping thick ropes of cum into her warm passage. 
 
    April holds still for a moment, gurgling and swallowing down your seed. Between gulps her eyes meet yours, and she gives her butt a wiggle. She’s bucking and arching her back; it almost looks as though she’s rubbing her nipples across the carpet on purpose. 
 
    Once you’re totally spent, you lie back on the couch with a sigh. She lets your sticky cock free with a pop, giving it a kiss before leaning back and sitting on the floor. 
 
    “...Good morning,” she says softly, wiping her mouth. “I hope I didn’t wake you too soon, but--” 
 
    “But you knew I’d be eager to get back into it,” you finish for her, reaching out to tweak her nipple. 
 
    “Ah! They’re… Sensitive,” she gasps, shivering a little. “N-no, I didn’t mean stop…” 
 
    Grinning, you continue groping her tits as you talk. “I think I’m gonna spend some more time with you today. Is that alright?” 
 
    “Of c-course! I… Mm… Have a few chores to take care of, but I’ll be here to t-take care of you as well. Just slide y-your cock in whenever,” she says, biting her lip and trying to stay composed while you tease her. “Would you like some b-breakfast?” 
 
    “Only if you wear an apron while you make it. I love that look” 
 
    “Sure--Oh, well, I don’t think mine will fit my new girls,” she replies, running her hands down her breasts. When one of them meets yours, it lingers for a moment. 
 
    “I’d like to see that even more,” you reply, stroking her hand. Then there’s a moment of silence: not awkward, necessarily, but certainly not what you’re used to with April. There you are, sitting naked in her living room, holding hands atop one of her massive fake tits… 
 
    ...But then the moment passes, and she giggles as you both climb to your feet. “Let’s go, then. Bacon?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Michael comes stumbling downstairs about 20 minutes later in his pajamas. His morning wood is sticking out of the fly, and it twitches as he notices his stepmom. She’s sitting on your lap, still wearing nothing but her bathrobe, her massive tits in your face. 
 
    “Drink up,” she purrs, letting you suckle her nipple as your cock rubs between her thighs. With the bacon finished, you’ve moved onto the breastmilk course. “You’re getting hard again… Need some help?” 
 
    “Mph… Not as much as Mike,” you chuckle, looking over her shoulder. Your friend’s hand is on his cock, stroking slowly as he approaches. 
 
    “Hey, guys… Can I get a turn? I’ve got class--” 
 
    “Yeah, your dad told me. Go nuts,” you reply, letting April climb off your lap. With a final slap on her unnaturally-round ass, you send her trotting towards Mike. “Come back soon, beautiful.” 
 
    “Of course,” she giggles, blushing a little. The look in her eyes is hard to read, but it’s certainly not one you’re used to seeing in your old world’s April… Nor is it purely lust (although she does steal the occasional glance at your crotch). Something seems different this morning. 
 
    Mike seems to notice that she’s distracted, and he clears his throat before reaching out and grabbing two handfuls of top-quality tit-flesh. “I still can’t believe these things,” he grunts, taking a seat at the table. “Gonna nut all over ‘em. Kneel down.” 
 
    April slides under the table and between Mike’s legs in one smooth, well-practiced motion. Once her massive breasts are wrapped around her stepson’s erection, she strikes up a conversation with you. 
 
    “So John, sweetie, what’s the plan today?” 
 
    Sweetie? I mean, that’s not the first time she’s called me something like that, but it usually sounds more… Patronizing. That was… 
 
    While you’re lost in thought, Mike replies for you: “Probably playing my videogames and jacking off to your new curves,” he laughs, still squeezing April’s chest with both hands. “Hey, did you guys leave me any bacon?” 
 
    “Ah… Sorry, man,” you reply. “I’d definitely recommend her milk, though. That stuff’s pretty fuckin’ good.” 
 
    “Fair enough, but her tits are kinda busy right now--” 
 
    “Wait, don’t cum on them,” you snap. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “You won’t have time to shower her off before class!” You’re cracking up now: in the years you’ve been coming over, this is by far the best conversation you’ve ever had in Mike’s kitchen. “If you blow your load there, you’re gonna be tasting your own cum with that milk, so…” 
 
    “Good point,” your friend replies with a snort. “April, you mind--Ungh… Thanks…” 
 
    Without missing a beat, April’s swapped from titfucking her stepson to blowing him. You hear the schlck, schlck, schlck of her fat lips on his rod, getting faster and faster as she senses Mike approaching orgasm. 
 
    “Drink it… Oooh, fuuuck… Goddamn,” he groans, grabbing onto the table for support as he pumps his jizz down April’s throat. “...That’s better… Shit, what time is it?” 
 
    “About time to leave me and your stepmommy some privacy,” you say with a smirk, drumming your fingers on the table. “You’d better run.” 
 
    Mike rolls his eyes as he gets up from the table, pulling his wet cock from April’s mouth with a final schlrp. “She’s all yours, Casanova. Try not to wear her out.” 
 
    “Michael,” April snaps, wiping her mouth as she stands. “Be nice to our guest. He can wear me out as much as he likes.” 
 
    “Hah! He’s only a guest until he starts living here,” your friend says, punching your shoulder on his way to the door. “You keep treating him like a king, and he’ll never leave.” 
 
    April giggles. “We’d be lucky to have him for good. I haven’t fallen this hard since...” She trails off, then quickly moves over to the kitchen counter. As she busies herself with some cleanup, you notice her blushing. 
 
    Mike seems to notice too, and he looks surprised. “That’s… Huh. I guess you guys are really, uh… Heading in that direction?” He turns to you, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “Maybe,” you reply awkwardly, before taking a deep breath and rallying your confidence. This is my world… My woman… Act like it. “...Yeah, I think we might take our relationship to the, um… The next level. Does that bother you?” 
 
    “Not really,” Mike replies, glancing at his stepmother’s perfect ass. With all her washing and nervous fidgeting, her bathrobe has gotten hiked up on it, giving you and your friend the perfect view. “I… I guess I’m a little jealous… But…” He clears his throat. “I know how much you like her, and you guys are really good together, so…” 
 
    You move to his side and give him a pat on the shoulder. “Thanks, man. If I’m gonna claim your mom, I’d rather do it with your blessing!” Then you walk past him, stroking your cock as you advance on April. “You mind bending over, babe?” 
 
    “Oh, I… Of course,” she says, her voice shaking: you can’t tell whether she’s happy, nervous, or both. But regardless of her feelings, she bends over the sink for you and gives her butt a wiggle. “...Go ahead...” 
 
    “Ungh…” You let out a groan as you plunge inside, pushing your rock-hard member into her with one long stroke. “F-fuck… We’ll talk later, ‘kay Mike?” 
 
    “Uhuh,” your friend replies, before tearing his eyes off his stepmom’s jiggle ass and hustling off to get ready. 
 
    “John,” April gasps, glancing over her shoulder. “Can you take me on the table? I… If you want it this way, that’s fine, but…” She looks down, embarrassed. “If we’re going to b-be… Um, dating, or… W-whatever you want to do, then I…” 
 
    “What do you need, sweetheart?” You emphasize the last word, and her blush grows deeper. “Just say it.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I can’t believe I’m like this--I feel like a schoolgirl again, it’s embarrassing!” She giggles, then takes a deep breath. “...Can you flip me over, so we can… Make out?” 
 
    Smiling, you pull out and lead her over to the kitchen table. She still looks nervous as you lift her up… Still glances at the floor as you spread her legs, while her tits rub against your chest (it’s hard for them not to, when they extend about a foot in front of her body). 
 
    But then you lift her chin, look her in the eye, and give her the most loving look she’s ever seen. In that moment, she truly feels the years of longing, the slowly-developing crush, and yes… Even the late-night fantasies. She knows how much you love her, as a sex object and as a person. 
 
    Then you kiss her, and any remaining doubt melts away. As you pull back, she strokes your cheek and smiles back. 
 
    “Put it back in, John. Claim me.” 
 
    Without a second’s hesitation, you dive in. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    You spend the day with April, alternating between frantic fucking and intimate cuddling. There are a few breaks, of course: the busty housewife has some things to take care of, and you join her on each and every errand. 
 
    You’re there when she washes the floor, interrupting the scrubbing by pinning her down in the soapy water. You’re there when she goes to pick up groceries, wearing a dress that would be scandalous even in a seedy nightclub. You even drive her to the pharmacy, enjoying some road head while singing along to her Britney Spears/Backstreet Boys mix CD. 
 
    “I can’t believe you still have this,” you laugh, running a hand through her blonde locks. “I remember you picking Mike and I up from school… I think you blasted it extra loud just to embarrass us.” 
 
    “Mmm… Guilty,” she replies, a smile on her plump, sticky lips. “Speaking of which, should we pick Michael up? He’ll be done classes soon, and sometimes I--Mmph...” With a gentle push on the back of her head, she swallows your cock back down. 
 
    “Sure,” you grunt, as her skilled blowjob continues. “Guess we’ll cut this date short.” 
 
    “Mmph, mm--Ah… This is a date? I’d better put some more effort into sucking you, then. To think I’ve been phoning it in until now,” she giggles, before winking and diving back in. 
 
    “I guess running errands isn’t much of a date,” you reply, making a left turn and heading towards the college where Michael’s studying hard (or plowing some busty co-ed, more likely). “Maybe we should do something special tonight? Like… A real first date. You think Mike and Peter would mind if I took you out for dinner?” 
 
    April doesn’t lift her mouth off your cock to reply: instead she takes it to the base, humming happily as she deepthroats you. 
 
    “Ungh… Guess we’re going, then,” you laugh, struggling to keep the car on the road as you climax. “Fuck… Get ready to swallow, baby…” 
 
    As you pump your cum down her throat, April’s hand drifts between her legs. By the time you reach Mike’s college, she’s halfway toward her own orgasm… Which you soon help her reach, bending her over the hood of the car. 
 
    That’s how your friend finds you, as he leaves class… Naked, happy, and mounting his stepmother in broad daylight. You offer to let Mike join in, but he refuses: as you suspected, he spent most of the lecture getting blown by one of his favorite classmates. 
 
    “I gotta start these readings… I’ll wait in the car,” he says, leaning down to kiss April on the cheek as he passes. “Try not to rock it too much, eh?” 
 
    “No promises,” you pant, gripping your new girlfriend/fucktoy/whatever’s waist. “What do you think, April? Should I slow down?” 
 
    “N-no… No way,” she replies, looking back at you. “...Take me… Baby…” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Two days pass, and for the most part they’re quite similar to the first. You can’t get enough of April, reveling in your new relationship; it’s a good thing that her husband and stepson have work and classes to attend to, or they might start to get irritated at the constant pounding and moaning… Not to mention all the “whispering sweet nothings” that goes on in between. 
 
    Like Michael, Peter doesn’t seem to mind that you’ve made his wife your girlfriend. He seems to love her, yet something about your abilities in this world override that connection. Your desire to be with April is simply more important than his, years of marriage be damned. 
 
    When you question him about the loss of sexual access, he brushes it off without a second thought. 
 
    “I get enough at work… My secretary’s a D-cup, so my balls aren’t exactly full when I get home,” he chuckles. “I’ll be fine. Enjoy your date night, kiddo!” 
 
    But on the fourth day, reality comes crashing down. 
 
    You’re lying in Mike’s bedroom, legs spread as April sucks off your morning wood. Your friend slept on the couch last night; that was his idea, after he heard his stepmom talking about how she wanted to spend the night cuddling with you. He insisted, even, saying that the couch just wasn’t big enough. 
 
    “You guys are still in that honeymoon phase… Don’t get used to all this pampering,” he laughed, while packing up his stuff. “One day I’ll be the one with the new relationship, and you’ll have to give me and my dream girl some extra slack.” 
 
    You grinned at your chronically-single friend. “Should I be worried about my mom?” 
 
    “Nah, I’m not about that ‘loving mommy’ type. I like my girls with some balls--I mean--” 
 
    Then you laughed your friend out of the room, and kept on giggling even as his stepmom slid into bed and wrapped her hand around your cock. All in all, it was one hell of a night. 
 
    But now it’s morning, and Mike looks tired as he pokes his head in the door. 
 
    “Ugh… Why didn’t you tell me the light comes in so early?” Mike’s never been an early riser; some things never change, even after a hop to a different universe. 
 
    “You didn’t ask,” you reply, leaning back and enjoying the sensation of his stepmother’s eager mouth on your rod. “I take it you want your room back?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m gonna try to sleep a few more hours--Hey, don’t you have work?” He yawns, then continues: “...Didn’t you have work yesterday?” 
 
    “Uh… Shit,” you swear under your breath, sitting up. “I didn’t--I wasn’t--Shit. I’d better go.” 
 
    April releases your cock with a pop. “I’ll drive you, hon… Or you can drive me while I finish you off. I can’t leave my big man like this.” 
 
    “Hell yeah… But hurry, let’s go!” As you leap out of bed, you glance back at April’s naked body. “...No time to get dressed.” 
 
    “If you say so,” she purrs, practically skipping as she follows you out the door. “Bye, Mikey!” 
 
    Your friend rolls his eyes as he falls face-down into bed… Then rolls over to get out of the wet patch, left behind by your last round with April. “...G’night guys…” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Once again, April rides passenger in her own car, taking care of your erection as you speed off to work. You know that you have the same job in this world: a quick check of your phone contacts showed all the same coworkers, and the same pay stubs are still in your inbox. But beyond that, you aren’t quite sure what you’re in for as you pull into the parking lot of the local mall. 
 
    After dumping a load down April’s throat, it’s time to say your goodbyes. While she dabs her lips with a napkin, you lean over to give her a peck on the cheek and whisper in her ear: 
 
    “I can’t believe I’m gonna have to go six hours without sticking my cock in you… It’s gonna be hell.” 
 
    “Aw, John!” She pulls you into a hug, practically smothering you in her cleavage. 
 
    “Mph…” You take the opportunity to cop a feel. “Gotta go. Love you, babe.” 
 
    She returns the favor by giving your crotch a quick squeeze. “Love you too! Go get ‘em.” 
 
    After saying your goodbyes, you rush inside. The mall’s flagship department store looks the same, apart from some very explicit signage advertising D-cup-plus lingerie. As you approach the computer section where you work, everything is mostly like you remember it. It’s a large, busy department, and it looks like today is all-hands-on-deck. 
 
    Your buddy Reg is there, stocking shelves. He’s lost in his thoughts as per usual, and doesn’t notice you pass. Next comes Kevin, who gives you a small nod while an elderly customer talks his ear off. The assistant manager Miles is nowhere to be seen, but he usually works in the back anyway. 
 
    As you make your way through the tech department, you spot movement behind a shelf. Out pops your coworker Cindy, naked from the waist up and dripping with cum. Given her sizable tits, it’s no wonder the beautiful redhead is in “free use” territory in this universe… But the sight still manages to surprise you. 
 
    “Hey John,” she says, panting a little. “Just starting?” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you reply, your eyes going wide as another familiar face appears. Eric, your most-handsome and least-tech-savvy coworker, is struggling to pull his pants up. 
 
    “Yo, good to see you. Where ya been?” 
 
    “Uh… Well, y’see, my friend Mike has this stepmom, and I really like her--Always have, and--” 
 
    “Really? Oh jeez,” Cindy giggles. “Missing that many days without calling? We thought you were sick… Or a dead relative, at least… Carla’s gonna murder you.” 
 
     “...Shit.” You shudder, picturing the snarling face of your boss. Carla’s a curvy 40-something brunette, who might be attractive if she wasn’t so terrifying. “Where is she?” 
 
    “In the back. Good luck!” 
 
    “Thanks…” As you turn to leave, you think you spot Cindy sticking her tongue out at you… Although she might just be licking up some of Eric’s jizz. 
 
    In the few seconds it takes to walk from the laptop section to the back room, you ponder an important question: is my boss busty enough to be an obedient slut, by the rules of this world? You gulp as you realize that she probably isn’t. Am I getting fired today? 
 
    “Oh boy, look who it is.” Miles is back there, as expected, unloading a box of cell phone cases. “She’s in the office. Better hurry… Well, might be too late for that. You’re in for a pounding, kiddo.” With a nod and a grimace, you move past him and open the door to Carla’s office. 
 
    There she is, in all her glory: a tall brunette woman in a blazer, heels… And nothing else. She’s naked from the waist down, and the pinstripe jacket does little to hide her chest. 
 
    You didn’t know it was possible to gasp in surprise and breathe a sigh of relief at the same time, but you certainly manage it when you see the size of her breasts. They’re not as big as April’s newly-installed rack, but they’re easily big enough to put her under your spell. In this world, your stuck-up boss has fake tits. In this world, Carla Weston is just another fucktoy. 
 
    “This’ll be good,” she says flatly, leaning back and propping her feet up on the desk. “Three days, without so much as a phone call. I think your little friends out there were taking bets on whether you’d skipped town. Maybe you should’ve, huh? You have a lot of nerve, waltzing back in here, not that I haven’t come to expect this kind of behavior from you...” 
 
    She keeps talking, but you don’t catch much of it: you’re still busy staring at her bare pussy. Did she always put her feet up like that? Her legs are almost SPREAD, it’s ridiculous-- 
 
    And that’s when you come to a realization. Clearing your throat, you interrupt her: “I know, I know… The way I act, I’m lucky you haven’t fired me already. I wonder why you keep me around at all?” 
 
    “You’re goddamn right,” she snaps. You think you see the slightest hint of a smile, but she quickly hides it. 
 
    “Then again…” With a deep breath, you take the leap of faith. “That needy pussy of yours would get pretty lonely, if I wasn’t here to fill it.” 
 
    “You are lucky,” Carla replies. “Lucky your dick gets the job done.” With that she sighs and spreads her legs wider, beckoning you over with one hand. 
 
    Within ten seconds you’re sliding inside her, gripping her thick thighs as you start fucking the woman who you’d always feared, respected, and obeyed. 
 
    “Shit… Carla…” Gritting your teeth, you pump your hips faster and faster. “You’re s-so fucking tight…” 
 
    “What else is new, short stuff?” Not one to let anyone else take the lead, she wraps a leg around your back. “F-faster… You’ve g-got work to do.” 
 
    Her desk is thumping against the floor now, creaking and groaning as she gyrates to meet your heavy thrusts. I can’t believe this thing is still in one piece, you think, shifting your weight slightly. Would she get mad if I wreck it? 
 
    Luckily, neither of you last long enough to find out. Soon you’re emptying your balls into the gasping, twitching MILF. The warm sensation of your sperm flooding into her sets off Carla’s own orgasm… And she’s a screamer. 
 
    “JESUS FUUUCK… Fuck me, John… YesyesYES, cum inside--Do it, you fucking--Aaaah!” 
 
    As both of you slump onto the (still-standing) desk, you hear Miles chuckle in the other room. 
 
    “Mmm…” Carla purrs, stroking your back. “What are you waiting for?” 
 
    You groan as your softening prick slides out of her. “...Huh?” 
 
    “Get to work. I’m paying you to dick me and sling silicon, not cuddle.” And just like that she’s on her feet, reaching for her lipstick and straightening what little clothes she’s wearing. 
 
    “Uh… Yeah. On it,” you reply softly, shuffling out of the office with your dick still hanging out. “Just call if you need anything.” 
 
    “Maybe in an hour or two,” she replies matter-of-factly, before sitting down and opening her laptop. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    During the first leg of your shift, time seems to slow to a crawl. Sure, the sight of customers boning down spices things up, but it pales in comparison to your time with April. Being away from her custom-made bosom isn’t easy, even with Carla calling you in for the occasional conjugal conference. All you want is to be back in her arms… Huh, I guess I really AM falling in love… 
 
    After a while your mind begins to dwell on your friend Michael. He’s giving up his beloved stepmom, and while he says he’s okay with you dating April, he definitely seems to be feeling left-out. The problem seems clear: it’s not that you have a relationship… It’s that he doesn’t. If you really are a good friend (despite all the stepmother-fucking), it’s time to play matchmaker. 
 
    But who do you know that’s good for Mike? Given his habits and libido, he definitely needs a busty free-use-fuckdoll. There’s no way a flat chick could keep up, which rules out most of your friends. MILFs are probably on the table, given how much he loves filling his stepmom’s holes… But he’s also told you that he doesn’t want to date someone “motherly.” No feminine pushovers for Mike. 
 
    As you ponder the problem, the solution smacks you in the face… Or rather it taps you on the shoulder. 
 
    “Hey John!” You turn to see Miles, grinning his managerial grin. “Boss needs you in the back. That’s…” He glances at his watch. “Huh, only 45 minutes. Last time must’ve been unsatisfying--Or very satisfying, I guess.” 
 
    Wait… Is Carla single? Filled with purpose and determination, you jog over to the office. 
 
    In the tiny snippets of small talk before and after your visits with Carla, you learn a bit more about her life in this world. She is indeed single… Divorced, in fact, after her husband left her for a more easygoing (if less intellectually stimulating) bimbo. 
 
    That’s when Carla chose to get her breast implants, in order to have a little more fun and freedom while dipping her toes in the dating scene. However, she soon found that they came at a cost. Whenever a man spent time with her, she could never tell if he wanted a serious partner or just another cumdump. Telling one from the other made dating tiresome, even with all the fancy new apps that tried to separate romance from free use canoodling… And her preference for younger guys made matters even worse. 
 
    Now it’s your final fuck of the day, just before closing. As you bend her over the desk and ram into her from behind, you take a moment to silently smile and pump your fist. 
 
    This is perfect… She’s got the same problem as Mike, in a way. Tons of sex, but she wants something more. I’ve GOT to set them up. 
 
    Unfortunately, you never quite find the time. After you bust a nut all over her plump ass, Carla quickly shoos you out of the room so she can finish up for the day. 
 
    Exhausted, you wave farewell to your coworkers and leave the mall. You consider calling April for a ride, but you figure it might be a good idea to act a little more like her boyfriend and a little less like that kid who needed a ride to soccer practice… Not that she seems to mind doing your bidding, but still. 
 
    Besides, you need some time to plot and scheme. Mike and Carla… The perfect couple, maybe. But how am I gonna get them together? Which one should I talk to first? 
 
    Dinner is waiting when you get home: April made meatloaf, and you walk in just in time to sit down with the Summer family. It’s a lovely scene: everyone’s chatting and laughing, April’s jumping between your cocks as desired, the food is divine… 
 
    That’s it, you think, leaning back with a full belly and a warm mouth around your cock. We’ll have dinner. A double date… Or just a casual thing. After some wine and casual fucking, who knows? If they’re meant to be, they’ll end up together. 
 
    Satisfied after a day’s work and play, you take April’s arm and lead her upstairs. This time you claim the master bedroom, leaving Mike and Peter to sort out the rest. After all, you deserve some reward for being such a good wingman. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Two nights later, you’re getting ready for an elegant night out. As you sit on the end of “your” bed, April’s helping with your tie. It’s taking a while, with her tits constantly getting in the way… But you’re not complaining. 
 
    The busty bimbo is wearing a pink dress with a high hemline and deep cleavage, plus lipstick that makes her already-thick lips appear even larger. Every few seconds you lean forward and give them a kiss, determined to mess up her perfect makeup… But you’re not making any progress. In a world of constant, frantic fucking, cosmetics have to be a little more durable. If it can survive a day of sloppy deepthroating, it can probably survive a few kisses from a mischievous boyfriend. 
 
    “There,” April says proudly, finally stepping back to admire her handiwork. “Perfect. You look so dashing!” 
 
    “You’re not so bad yourself.” You stand and move to follow her, forcing her to back up until she’s against the wall. “How about one more for the road?” 
 
    “Whatever you want, sweetie… Buuut just so you know, the reservation is in 20 minutes.” 
 
    “...Fair enough,” you reply, taking your hands off April’s body and heading for the door. “Join me in the backseat?” 
 
    “Of course,” she giggles, grabbing her high heels from the nightstand and following you out. “Oh, I forgot to ask: is Peter coming?” 
 
    “Nah, I think he’s with his secretary again tonight.” You stop for a moment at the top of the stairs. “Hey, Mike! C’mon, hurry up! You’re driving!” 
 
    Your friend stumbles out of his room, still buttoning his dress shirt. “Sure, sure… Oh fuck! April, you look awesome,” he says, joining her in following you out the door. “Mind if I feel her up real quick?” 
 
    “You have from now until we get her perfect booty in the car,” you chuckle, watching as he struggles to speed-walk and grope his stepmom at the same time. “After that, she’s all mine for the night.” 
 
    “That’s gonna be rough… I hope your boss can keep ‘Lil Mike satisfied,” your friend says, sliding his hand beneath April’s dress. 
 
    “We’ll see.” With that you reach the car, open it, and swat Michael away. After giving April one last deep kiss, you manhandle her into the backseat. 
 
    She gives you a kind, loving look as you climb in atop her. “Mouth, pussy, or ass?” 
 
    “All of the fuckin’ above,” you grunt, unzipping your dress pants. “But first… Hmm… Pussy.” 
 
    “Good choice, baby--Oooh!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Your entourage arrives at the restaurant before Carla Weston, claiming a nice corner booth. D’Angelo’s is a classy-yet-lively Italian place, and a familiar favorite: in your old world, Michael and his family always came here for birthday dinners. 
 
    As you and April slide into one of the plush leather benches, you’re both panting and sweating. Mike leers at his stepmother while she fixes her cocktail dress, pulling it up to cover her massive tits (just barely, of course). All the while your friend is rubbing his crotch through his pants, and you can hardly blame him: you’d be pretty hard yourself, if you hadn’t just blown three loads in your MILF fucktoy. 
 
    Taking a minute to look around the restaurant, you notice that about half of the wait staff are busty women. A few of them are in the middle of “serving” customers, aided by their loose, easily-pulled-aside blouses and the fact that there’s no underwear beneath their short black skirts. 
 
    Their male and flat-chested-female colleagues are doing most of the more traditional serving, and it’s one of them who approaches with an armful of menus. 
 
    “Good evening, my name is Marco and I’ll be your server tonight,” he rattles off, before addressing you specifically: “Will you be needing any relief tonight, sir?” 
 
    “I, uh…” When you notice him glance at April, it clicks. “No, thank you. I’m all set.” 
 
    “Very good, sir… Very good,” he replies, staring at your girlfriend’s cleavage for slightly longer than necessary. Then he turns to Michael. “And you, sir? A lady similar to your dining companion, perhaps? We don’t have anyone quite so well-endowed, but--” 
 
    “No, mine’s on the way,” your friend says, waving the waiter away. “Or so I hear, anyway… You think she chickened out, John? Maybe she figured I’m a little too young after all?” 
 
    “I really doubt that,” you chuckle. 
 
    “No, seriously--I mean, I must be what, half her age?” 
 
    “Not even… But I’m pretty damn sure she likes it that way. She’s a bigger cougar than stepmommy here,” you reply with a grin, squeezing your date’s bare thigh. 
 
    She giggles, stroking your cheek. “I’m actually not that picky about age… I’m picky about quality.” 
 
    “Oh? Then why are you on a date with me, and not Peter?” 
 
    “I was perfectly happy with my husband… Until you came along.” Her hand is moving south now, rubbing your shoulder and then your side. “You’re special, and it has nothing to do with your young, virile--” 
 
    “Virile? Seriously?” Mike is blushing now, and he puts his head in his hands. “God, you two are the worst together.” 
 
    April looks hurt, but she doesn’t stop caressing you. “Aw, honey… You don’t mean that…” 
 
    “No, I mean… You’re great together, but you’re kinda leaving me in the dust here. If this date doesn’t work out, I’ll be losing my best friend and my stepmom and my favorite cumdump.” 
 
    “First of all, we’re not going anywhere,” you cut in. As you speak you guide April’s hand toward your crotch, where she immediately starts cupping your growing bulge. “Second, this date is definitely gonna work out. When you see Carla, you’ll believe me.” 
 
    “You’re so sweet for setting this up,” April purrs, leaning in for a kiss. Your hand slides beneath her dress as you make out with her, groping more and more eagerly… Then you pull away, if only for Michael’s sake. 
 
    Your friend doesn’t seem to be watching, however. Instead he’s looking over your shoulder, wide-eyed. Turning to follow his gaze, you see your boss… But not like you’ve ever seen her before. 
 
    Carla is striding down the length of the restaurant like a runway model, her hips swaying as she puts each high-heeled shoe in front of the other. Her stilettos are shiny and red, matching the crimson of her dress (and her lipstick, and the ludicrously-tiny purse hanging at her side). The cleavage is more conservative than April’s, but that’s not saying much: her perfectly-round breasts are straining against the glimmering fabric. And while she’s always worn makeup at work, tonight a streak of eyeshadow adds an exotic look… And it’s working for her. 
 
    Mike seems to agree: his hand is back at work, stroking beneath the table. But as Carla arrives he breaks out of the trance and stands up, offering his hand. 
 
    “Oh, hello--You must be Michael,” your boss says, her eyes flickering to the glaringly-obvious bulge in your friend’s pants. Her expression is unreadable as he shakes her hand, then kisses it, then pulls her in for a hug. 
 
    He seems to be whispering something in her ear. After a moment’s pause, Carla whispers something back. Then they both sit down, as though nothing happened. 
 
    “And you must be April,” she continues seamlessly, giving your date a smile. 
 
    “It’s great to meet you! John told us a little, but we’d love to know more… Where are you from?” 
 
    As the women make some small-talk, you spot Michael unzipping his fly and pulling out his cock. You follow suit, helping April’s caressing hand to wrap around your member. 
 
    “Excuse me a moment,” Carla says, rising to her feet. Just as you worry that she’s about to run off to the bathroom (or worse), she slips beneath the table. 
 
    “Oh man, dude, Mike… Tell me you didn’t jump right to that,” you laugh. Although that might be a little hypocritical, coming from the guy getting a handjob from your stepmom. 
 
    “Nah--Well, I asked,” he replies with a shrug. “I told her I wanted to get to know her mind and her body, then gave her the choice of which to do first.” 
 
    “Still seems pretty trashy to me.” 
 
    “Hm?” April gives you a curious glance, still jerking you off. “Is it? That’s how a gentleman should introduce himself to a well-endowed woman… It was when I was your age, anyway. Ladies’ choice.” 
 
    “I always suck a man off before getting to know him,” you hear Carla chime in from under the table. “They’re more honest, more open with their balls empty.” 
 
    “John’s just giving me a hard time, ladies,” Michael says with a smirk. “Setting me up on a date, then trying to throw me off my game? What’s the deal?” 
 
    “Uh… Just testing you. Gotta make sure you’re worthy of my superior.” 
 
    “Gimme a break,” Carla says sarcastically, though you can hear the amusement in her voice. “John’s never really respected my authority… Except maybe when he’s inside me. Speaking of which…” 
 
    You hear a slurp, and Michael’s eyes go wide. “...Holy fuuuck…” 
 
    “I know, right?” You give your friend a wink. “Hey, April… Would you mind--” 
 
    Before you can finish the sentence, your date is sliding beneath the table. She has more trouble getting down there, given that her breasts are about twice the size of Carla’s, but soon she’s sucking your cock like it’s her job. 
 
    When the waiter returns to take your order, he finds only two faces staring back at him. You and Mike barely manage to pay attention as he reads out the specials, and he has to stop halfway through as your friend unloads down Carla’s throat. 
 
    When it’s her turn to order, she crawls back up with a grin on her face. It might be the biggest smile you’ve ever seen there: clearly, she had more fun sucking Michael off than she ever had at the office. 
 
    As for April, the waiter is kind enough to lean under the table and ask if she’d like you to order for her. She agrees (with a ball-tightening mumble around your shaft), so you pick something at random and send him away. 
 
    After that you’re pretty much focused on the wet lips wrapped around your dick, but you spare a few glances for Mike and Carla. They seem to be getting along well, talking in hushed voices as Mike rests his head on her shoulder. After a while she begins stroking his hair; it seems like she’s having a lot of fun with the post-orgasmic haze your friend is floating in. 
 
    “He’s a real sweetie, huh?” You smile at your boss, who’s practically cradling Michael’s head between her tits. 
 
    “Yeah…” She takes a sip of wine, then fixes you with an icy glare. “I swear to God, if you make fun of me for having a gentle side, I’ll make your life hell. You’ll wish I fired you.” 
 
    “Message received,” you chuckle, reaching beneath the table to push April deeper. She responds by wrapping her arms around your waist, pulling tight, and taking your entire length down her throat. “Ungh… We’re some pretty lucky guys, huh Mike?” 
 
    But as you look back up at your friend, you see that he’s busy frenching with Carla, almost as if they’re a couple of horny teenagers. She’s pressed against the back of the booth, moaning into your friend’s mouth. 
 
    Well, shit. I don’t know if it’s natural talent, my alternate-universe-superpowers, or just plain old luck, but… I guess I’m one hell of a matchmaker. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Your meal is delicious, though it takes a while to finish eating: everyone’s busy kissing, groping, and snuggling up to their partner. You’re in the middle of a fancy restaurant, and your girlfriend is twice your age, yet you feel like a couple of 18-year-olds getting handsy in the back of your dad’s Prius. 
 
    While you wait for the check to arrive, you take the opportunity to lay April back on the seat and hump her tits. Just as you’re picking up speed, you notice Carla staring. 
 
    When you catch her eye, she chuckles. “They’re… Really big, aren’t they? Those lips, too, and her ass…” She glances at Michael, who’s busy kissing his way up her neck. “Your father must have quite the ‘bimbo’ fetish, to do this to his wife.” 
 
    “Hm? Oh, uh…” Your friend looks uncertain, and maybe a little embarrassed. 
 
    You decide to take over: “Sure, but this was more our project.” You give April’s breasts a firm squeeze for emphasis, still thrusting between them like a man possessed. “Mike and I both like our women this way… Right, bud?” 
 
    “I--Um, yeah, but not exactly that way--I mean, Mom looks perfect, but not all women have to be…” Your friend is stammering now, while looking between fully-bimbofied April and moderately-breast-enhanced Carla. 
 
    Your boss surprises everyone by bailing him out: “Relax, cutie,” she begins, ruffling Mike’s hair. “Different strokes for different folks… And I know you like me the way I am. Your cock hasn’t gone soft since I walked in.” 
 
    “Definitely! You’ve got your own style, and it’s--” 
 
    “That said,” Carla continues, plowing right over him just as she’s done with you a million times at work. “I’m not opposed to getting some work done… I might have gone further, if these little things hadn’t messed with my dating life so much.” 
 
    As she giggles and hefts her breasts, your friend responds by diving in for some motorboating. Meanwhile, April shakes her head at her son’s awkwardness, before casually leaning forward and spitting on your rapidly-thrusting member. 
 
    “You’re almost done,” she says, licking her lips. “On me, or in me?” 
 
    You respond by shuffling forward, taking careful aim, and shoving your erection down her throat. April moans as you bury the entire shaft in a single thrust, before she’s silenced by the thick stream of cum. 
 
    “Mmm… Drink it,” you moan, still pumping your hips. “God, you’re s-so fucking hot… So b-beautiful… I--I love you, April.” 
 
    “Gmph mmph,” she grunts back, her blue eyes watering as she stares up at you. 
 
    Mike says something, and then Carla, but you’re too focused on April’s gorgeous (if a little messy) face. By the time you finish cumming down her throat, collapse on top of her, then recover enough to look around, they’re both gone. 
 
    “Where did…?” 
 
    “They left,” April giggles, sitting up and wiping her mouth with a napkin. “I didn’t catch where they were going, though… Do you think they’re headed to her place, or ours?” 
 
    You shrug, tucking away your cock. “Does it matter?” 
 
    “John! Of course it matters,” she snaps, swatting playfully at your arm. “Didn’t your mother teach you any date etiquette? Or your father? Or me?” 
 
    “Guess not,” you reply, standing and then helping April to her feet. 
 
    “If you’re on a date with a well-endowed woman, and it comes time to go home, you let her decide whether you’re going back to your place or hers. If she doesn’t invite you over, that means she doesn’t want to take the relationship any further. You can take her back to your place and use her as a cumdump, of course, but the ‘date’ part of the evening is over.” 
 
    “Huh… So if Mike has to drag Carla back to your house, that means she doesn’t want to date him?” 
 
    “Pretty much,” April says, smiling as you exit the restaurant and hold the door for her. 
 
    “So… Are you inviting me to your lovely home tonight?” 
 
    “Aw!” She leans in to give you a peck on the cheek. “Of course I am, sweetheart.” 
 
    You grin, putting a hand around her shoulder as you walk back to the car. “And if Mike’s not there when we arrive…” 
 
    “...Then maybe he can make that lovely woman as happy as you make me.” She snuggles up to you, giving your crotch a quick squeeze. “...Almost as happy, anyway.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    You and April are still talking about Michael’s romantic prospects as you arrive back at their home. The lights are still on, and Peter is in the living room. He looks up from the TV as you pass, giggling and groping one another. 
 
    “Hey gang,” he says, hitting the ‘pause’ button as you hike April’s dress up to get a better grip on her ass. “Where’s Mike?” 
 
    April looks at you, then back at him, then lets out a triumphant woop. “I knew it!” 
 
    “I’m guessing he’s in my boss’s bed right about now, going balls-deep in her MILF ass,” you chuckle, bending April over the couch. “Speaking of which…” 
 
    “Hah! Good for him,” Peter says, unpausing the movie as you start working your cock into his wife’s asshole. “It’s about time he got a real girlfriend. I’m always telling him that he should stop being such a burden on his stepmother, and that I need some of her time too--” He stops short, glancing at you. “Um, no offense meant. Your new relationship with April is different, of course.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it,” you moan, more focused on the fact that your cockhead is slowly pushing into April’s tight hole. “Ungh… One last fuck before bed, baby?” 
 
    “Whatever you like, sweetheart,” she gasps in reply, bracing herself on the couch and wiggling her rear end. “What are you waiting for? Put the rest of it in!” 
 
    As you obey, the living room gets pretty noisy… But Peter doesn’t seem to mind, simply turning the volume up so he can hear it over his wife’s moans and the slap, slap, slap of your hips on her massive booty. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Once again, you drift to sleep in April’s arms (and between her magnificent tits). Once again, you awaken with her plump lips wrapped around your cock. 
 
    “You spoil me, babe… And I think I’m getting used to it,” you murmur, running a hand through her hair. 
 
    “Mmph--Oh, hey there,” she giggles, looking up at you while her tongue dances around the tip of your member. “I don’t see what’s wrong with that. You should get used to it, now that you live here--Um, I mean… I know it’s not official, but the last few nights, it seems like--Mmgh!” 
 
    You interrupt by pushing her back down, and she eagerly gets back to work. After taking a second or two to think, you reply: 
 
    “Yeah, I live here. I know it’s a little soon to move in together, buuut…” You guide her head even further down, gasping as your cock pushes into her throat. “Hngh… Y-yeah… I’m n-never going home.” 
 
    Between the gulping and smacking noises that April’s making, you think you hear a happy moan. Regardless, you keep thrusting and she keeps obliging, until you’re facefucking her at full speed. 
 
    Just then, there’s a knock at the door. 
 
    “Come in,” you groan, both hands grasping at your bimbo girlfriend’s head. You figure it must be her husband outside: Peter has interrupted you in the mornings before, looking for a tie or his shoes or whatever. I guess it really is time to make the move official, you think. Get his stuff out of the master bedroom, and my stuff in. 
 
    But instead of Peter, it’s Mike who comes in. He’s still wearing his dress clothes from last night, though they’re in quite a state: his jacket, shirt, and pants are all wrinkled, and there’s a stain on his crotch. His shirt is even buttoned incorrectly, and half of the collar is flipped up. 
 
    “Damn,” you grunt, still facefucking his stepmother. She tries to look back at him, but you hold firm. “You’re a mess. I’m surprised Carla let you go out in public like that.” 
 
    “I mean, she didn’t,” your friend laughs. “She had to go to work real early, so she left me in bed.” Then he reaches into his pocket, produces a key, and holds it up proudly. “Told me to lock up after her.” 
 
    “Damn! You work fast.” 
 
    “Not just me… She takes the lead. too. Not all the time, but just enough, y’know?” Mike walks over and sits on the edge of the bed, clearly giddy with excitement. “It’s like we’re made for each other… Oh, and her ass, holy shit--” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” you gasp, pausing as you bottom out in April’s throat and hold her there for a few seconds. “Mmm… Consider her a gift, from me to you.” 
 
    “Whatever,” Mike says, rolling his eyes… But then he turns back to you and smiles. “...But, yeah... Thanks. Seriously.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” you chuckle, before pointing at April. “Wanna tell us more? Grab a hole.” 
 
    “Nice, thanks!” He practically jumps onto his stepmother’s prone body, straddling her bubble butt. “I’ve been thinking about anal all day. Carla’s just so tight… Her booty could be a little bigger, though. What she said last night, about ‘getting more work done…’ I wonder if--” 
 
    “Do it,” you reply, watching as he slowly pushes his cock into April’s asshole. “If you want to mod Carla up, don’t hold back. Bimbo’s the new black... This one turned out pretty good, right?” 
 
    “Ungh, fuck… D-damn, right…” 
 
    As he thrusts inside, April lets out a moan that sends a wave of pleasure coursing through your entire body. You look down at her and smile, and you think her watering eyes are smiling back. 
 
    “Get ready, baby… Breakfast is almost served,” you chuckle, picking up the pace. 
 
    April grabs your hips, pushing into your thrusts to work your cock even deeper. “Mm-hmmph… Gmph...” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After you and Mike fill the busty bimbo with cum, he rushes off to get changed. He has class today, and Peter has work… So once again, you get to spend the day alone with April. 
 
    First comes a shower, which takes quite a while as you really get into “washing” your girlfriend’s custom-made body. Then it’s time to get dressed, but you run into a problem: while April’s wardrobe is beyond slutty, there aren’t nearly enough options for your taste. 
 
    “Hey… Y’know what? Skip the clothes. Let’s go buy some new ones,” you say, before guiding her toward the door with a smack on the ass. 
 
    “Oh, um, sure!” You stay on her as she makes her way outside, groping and pinching at will. 
 
    Once you’re both in the car, she bites her lip as you massage her nipple. “Where--Mmm…” “Where are we going, exactly?” 
 
    “Hmm… I saw some nice stuff at the mall,” you reply, recalling the D-cup-plus lingerie ads. “Maybe we can get you a couple new looks, then drop in on Carla?” 
 
    “Bored with me already?” April shoots you a mean look, but her eyes are still smiling. 
 
    “Nah… I just think you should get to know her better. She and Mike are getting along so well… Might get serious.” 
 
    “Mm, that’s true--Maybe we can have lunch, then? We didn’t get to do much talking last night,” she giggles. 
 
    “I was thinking a threesome,” you shoot back, kissing her on the cheek. 
 
    “Ah… Nevermind, then! We’ll talk next time.” With that she pulls out of the driveway, trying her best to drive straight… Even as you, her beloved boyfriend, do everything in your power to distract her. 
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